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| | Spoken by Miſs CO LE, 4 Child of Five 
Nan old, in Boys Clothes. : 


1A LANTS! an humble Suitor now I come, 
' Hoping to flop our humble Author's Doom. 
A Farce we know's beneath the Critick's Care, 
And ſtill too mean t addreſs the gen'rous Fair: 
hat can I ſay ? — - With begging Face 1 fue, 
| Do, ſave the Trifle - — and applaud it - — do, 


But in this Garb, I doubt 1 beg in vain; _ 
Favours we ask of you, ye naughty Men, 
709 ſay we muſt ſome way return again. 


Sure! you will grant me this my firſt Requeſt; 

Lie Fair I'll court, they can engage the reſt ; 

To them with Pleaſure we ſubmit our Cauſe, 
And hope their Smiles, to crown us with Abl. 


He that is come a candid, gen'rous Friend, 
7 he has Patience, let him ſlay the End, | 
[hen pardon all the Faults he can't commend. 


Dramatis 


„ — 
1 . . — — 


A 
— — ——— —öuͤ³ 


Standiſh, ble Steward, Mr. Monlaſs. 
Beaulove, 3 Mr. Eaſt. 


Monſieur Le Trouffle, 4 F rench 


Swaſh, a Viſitor to Mr. Cavil, Mr. Ayres, 
Colin, 5 ervant to Mr. Cavil, Mr. Pearce. 
Charly, @ little Boy, Miſs Cole. RET 

| Tom, Servant 2 Mr. Beaulove. Mr. Wwdwerd. 
Three Gentlemen, Fri ends 70 Dorant, wa 


Mr. Cavil, : Mr. Penkethman, 


Dorant, Son 60 Mr. Cavil, Mr. Harbin. 


"Cont Mr. r. Bardin 


A Cook, . f 
A Soldier, 
„ Wann 
Mrs. Cavil, . Mrs. Monlaſs. 
Mariana, her Daughter, Miſs Gerrar 


Toilette, Servant to Mariana, Mrs. Roberts: 


SCENE, A Country Village. 


The Mis RRS RETREAT. 
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SCENE, Mr. Cavils Houſe, 
A 
NC E more I'll tell ye, Sir, if you've 
any Conſideration in the World fot 
her, you muſt be gone this Minute. 
Beau. My dear Toilette, let me but 
ſpeak to her, let me but ſee her only. 
25.1. Not whilſt you are in our Houſe: 
do believe ſhe's as impatient to ſee you, as you can 
de to ſee her; but —  _ | 


* But why won't you give us that Satisfaction 
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Til. Becauſe I know the Conſequence; for when 
you once get together, the Devil himſelf is not able 
W 


AIR I. Black Joke. $ 


DIN NE 


© Sage Lovers, with imploring dir, 
. * G0 ro theiy Courtſhip lite a Prayr, 


k 


8 4 th, O, my Angel, grant my Suit! 
In Lace, and Feather, the gay goung Smart 
Cuts Capers vo the Fair One's Heart * 
I itb a Demme, Madam, I will do't. 
Hie that ne er asks, will gain no Place; 


9 „ 


Ae that ne er runs, will Joſ: the Race; 


Dfer's -Retrens. 


1f you. ne er tis owl find 
Nor gain the rape by beige Nn "Ti 
| The way to Cat's 10 pluck the F. N 5 


| You'll ſtay ſo long till you” re ſurpris'd, and what will 
become of us then? 


Tom. Why then, we ſhall be thrown out at the 


- Window, ſuppoſe. 
Toil. No, but I ſhall be turn'd out of Doom. 


Beau. How unfortunate am I! theſe Doors are open 
to all the World, and only — to o me, becauſe 1 love, 


—1 k'} Love a Crime? 


AIR. II. Funny blooming Fair. 5 


The Courtier asks @ Place, 
Te Sailor tempts the Sea, 

The Miſer begs Iucreaſ, 

Love only * me. 


Nor Honour, Wealth, nor Famez 

Can lite ſoft Tranſports move; 
On Earth 'tis Bliſs ſupreme, 
And Heaven is but to love. 


——— 


4 THe W HIM; or, 

Toil. Becauſe you come for a Wife, and at our 
Houſe ; we don't care for People that come for Wives. 
Tom. What would you have us come for, Child? 

Toil. Any thing, but Wives; becauſe they can't be 
put off without Portions. . 
Tom. Portions! No, no, never talk of Portions ; 
my Maſter, nor I neither, don't want Portions; and 
if he'd follow my Advice, a Regiment of Fathers 
ſhou'd not guard her. "ENE Ke N 

Toil. What fay you? . 

Tom. Why, if you'll contrive that my Maſter may 


run away with your Miſtreſs; I don't much care, faith, | 
if I run away with 8 8 hs | 
Toil. Don't you ſo 


| you ſo, Rogue's Face? Bur I hope to 
. he benter proviceg tor, <off T2---- 
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The Love of ſuch Wretches I ſtorn, and deſpiſe; = 

O'er the Fop, and the Rake, the Fool, and the Wiſe 
At Court I will ſhine, and from all bear the Prize. 
„ WRh' a Down, Oc. | 


Careffing, Coquetting, Intriguing, and Play 
' Noiſe, Hurry, Confuſion, and Tranſport, all Day 5 
Then, Room for my Lady there; hey Boys, awa) 

eee, HC 1 


* 


r | But bark ! here's ſomebody coming; it is certainly 

g. | he. WY . 1 
Beau. Can't you hide us ſomewhere ? 

ze | Toil. Here, here; get in here, as faſt as you can. 


3 | 
df Enter Mariana, 

Toil. O! Is it you? 85 e 
Mar. So, Toilette, where have you been? I've been 


looking for you all over the Houſe; methinks Abſence 


h is very terrible, Toilette; eſpecially to thoſe who were 
Jever in Loye before. e 


AIR IV. Logan Water. 


When Love ſubdues the Virgin's Heart, 
She owns its Power, void of Art; 
y 5 Experienc'd Dames its Force evade, 
* And ſmiling play, of nougbt afraid: 


Tom. Thruſt me in too. [Puts em into the Cloſet. 


— — — 


92 | _— | * \ N 1 * 
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De Virgin loves a 980 Flower, 
F nipt, 15 Product of an Hour, 
It droops, and dies. beneath the 2055 
| By Smiles revives, by Frowns is loft. 


Who are thoſe People i in the Garden, with my Mo 
ther- in- aw? I believe my Father won't be very we 
pleas'd to ſee *em there. 
Toil. And here's ſomebody elſe not far off, that I be 
| —  _.tlieve your Father won't be very well Pleas wit 
* neither. Come, A [Cal 


[Beaulove and bi Servant come out.] 


Mar. O Heavens! 

Toil. Come, Lovers, I can Alo ye but a ſho 
Bout on't this Time; you muſt do your Work with 
Jirx —— one W hiſper, two Sighs, and a Kiſs; mak 
haſte, I ſay, and I'll ſtand Centry for ye in the mea 
time. [Exit Toilet 
Aar. Do you kadw what you expoſe me to, Beall 

: love? What do you mean? 
Beau. To die, Madam, fince you receive me wit 
ſo little Pleaſure, and be 3 in Ballad for 

enamour'd Fool, 


The Mess Retreat. 


AIR V. sweet are the Charms, Cc. 
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A Swain, undone by am' rous Woe, 

witl Flies to the Shade to ſeek Relief 5 
Tr The Turtles to his Sorrows coo, 


And Philomel returns his Grief - 
7 he cooling Zepbyrs gently fan 
His Soul to lulling, ſoothing Reſt z 
The trickling Brook that by him ran, 
_ Sewell d with his Tears, his Pain confe TA 
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He figh'd, and whiſper d Celia s Name, 
| The Cauſe of all his Grief and Pain; 
Echo, as Partner of bis Flame, 

* LKeturn'd the pleaſing Sound again. 

1 Ab Wretch, he cry'd, that Form, once mine, 
Nou yields another's willing Bride; 5 

But 1 without a Sigh reſign; 
Hle ſaid — then ſigb a his laſt, and dy'd. 


Mar. Conſider what would become of me, if my 
ther ſhould (ee you here. 


Beau. 
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and your Brother, you know, is my intimate Friend 
Houſe for a few Days, I'll creep into any Hole. 


us Victuals? 9 55 "+ 3} 80 
the ſame Roof with you. 


the . 
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Beau. What would you have me do? 

Mar. Expect with Patience ſome happy Turn of Af 
fairs; my Mother-in-law is kind and indulgent to: 
Miracle, and her Favour, if well- managed, may tur: 
to our Advantage; and could I prevail upon my ſel 
to declare my Paſſion to her, I don't doubt but ſhe” 
join in our Intereſt. 


Beau. Well, fince we've nothing fo four from her 
you may therefore conceal me ſome where about thi 


Tom. Ay, but who muſt have the Care of bringin 


Beau. Thruſt us into the Cellar, or up into the Ga 
ret: I don't care where it is, ſo that it be but unde 


Tom. But I don't fay ſo; for that Jads, Toilette, wi 
have the feeding of us, and I Know what . of Di 


[ 


4 ant Retreat? 


A 1 R vi FJobn Anderſon my Vo; 


Beau. The Morning 5 thus mounts the Shy, EY 
With quiv'ring Pinions ſprings, ; 

Still the bright Sun allures him bigh, KK 
And as he mounts be ſi 


Mar. Sad, Philomel, at dead PI Night, 
Thus warbles in her Neſt, 


And gives the Stain 105 mo 104 Delight, 
When by Love' $ Thorn oppreſt. 


a Beau. Muſt 1 chen be gone? Muſt I return 90e. 
on? 


| Enter Toilette. 


255 Ves, that you muſt, and immediately too, for 
he e's my Maſter coming in upon 50. „ 
| B-au, What ſhall 1 do? 

C Mar, 


2 


10 


none of our Family know that you are in it. 


ing out Beaulove and Tom.] Come this way, your 


Madam, here, gives me Orders to let every body in. 


5 think. 


for when you're angry, you have only the Devil in ye; 
but when Madam's in a Paſſion, ſne has the Devil and 
his old Dam both in her Belly. 


come? 


r m3; 
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Mar. Stay | in the Village til you hear from me; 


Beau. Shall I ſee you ſometimes? 

Mar. I ha'nt time to anſwer you now. 
Toil. Make haſte, I ſay; are you bewitch'd? 
Beau. Will you write to net 

Mar. I will, if I can. 
Toi. Be gone, I ſay; is the Devil ; in you? [Thruft- : 


Facher 5 juſt ſtepping i in — us. 0 [Exeant. 4 
Enter Mr. Cavil, beating Colin: _ 


Mr. Cavil. Rogue! Raſcal! did not I command 
you? Did not I give you my Orders, Sirrah? 
Col. You give me Orders to let no body in; and 


Why, the Devil himſelf can't pleaſe "ou boath, I 


3 5 Cavil. But, Sirrah, you muſt obey my Orders, | 
not hers. 
Col. I'd rather ſee you angry than her, that's true; 


Mr. Cavil. What are theſe People that. are i | 


Col. Nay, that know not 88 but, as Bos Volk 
they are as ever Eye beheld; Heaven bleſs 'em / 

Mr. Cavil. Did you hear their Names? 

Col. Noa, noa; but in a Coach they keam, all be U 
ſmear'd with Gould, with fix breave Horſes, the like 

on 'em ne'er did I ſer Eyes on — *twould do a Man' 
Heart good to look on ſike fine Beaſt, Meaſter. 
| Mr. Cavil. How many Perſons are there? 

Col. Vour — two as fine Men as ever Woman bore 
and two as dainty Deams as a Man would deſire to la 
bis Lips to. 

the” Cavil, And all this Crew ſets up at my Houſe$, 


Col n 


| 
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. Cel. Noa, noa, Meaſter; the Coachman is gone in- 
to the Village, to ſet up his Coach at ſome Inn, for 
I told him our Coach-Houſe was vull of Vaggots; but 
he'll bring back the fick Horſes, for I tol him we 
had a rear good Steable. 
| Ar. Cav. Did you ſo, Raſcal, did you ſo? 5 
5 Beats him. 
Co.. Doant, doant, Sir; it wou'd do you good to 
1. ſee ſike Cattle, i'faith, they look as if they had nc'er 
kept Lemt. | 
Mr. Cavil. Then they hall learn Religion at my 
Houſe. — Sirrah, do you take care they ſup without 
nd Oats to-night. —— W hat will become of me ? Since 
I bought this damn'd Eſtate, I ſpend more in a Sum- 
nd mer than wou'd maintain me ſeven Years. 
in. Col. Why, if you ſpend Money, ha'nt you good 
„I things fort? Come they not to ſee you the whole 
Country Raund? Mind how you" re belov'd, Mea- : 
IS, fter. 
Mr. Cavil. Pox take ſuch Love! = — How now. Z 
ue; what do you want? 


and Enter Toilette. N 


juſt] 977. Sir, there's ſome Company i in the Garden with : 
„my Miſtreſs, who deſire to ſee you. ; 
folk} My. Cavil. The Devil take em! What Buſineſs | 
have they here? Who are they? 
. Why, Sir, there's the far Prieſt chat always 
be · drinks his two Bottles by way of Wher, and fits ſo 

likWong at Dinner. 
lan Mr. Cavil, I wiſh his Church was in his Belly, that 
is Guts might be half full before he came. —— And 

ho elſe? 

bor Toil. Then there 5 the French Count, that won all 
o laſny Lady's Money at Cards. 
; Mr. Cavil. Pox take him too; he muſt be welcome 
ouſe o be ſure. 


Toil, Then there's the merry Lady, t tha 8 always 
Colin a good Humour. 
C 2 Mr. Cavil. 


12 The W NI M, or, 


77 Cavil. Very well. 
IJ. Then there's ſhe that hich down all my La- 
dy's China t'other Day, and laugh'd at it for a Jeſt. 

"is Cavil. Which l paid above Fifty Pounds for in 

earneſt. — Very well; and pray, how did Madam re- 
ceive all this fine Company — with a hearty Welcome, 
and a Curtſy with her Bum down to the Ground, 
Hat -- 
Leu No indeed, Sir, ſhe was very angry with | 
them. 
Mr. Cavil. How! angry. with." em, ſay you? | 
Tol. Yes indeed, Sir, tor ſhe expected they would 
have ſtaid here a Tortnigbt, but it ſeems things hap- 
pen ſo unluckily, that they can't ſtay here above en 
Days. 

Mr. Cavil. Ten Days! how! what! four Perſons, | 
with a Coach and Six, and a Kennel of hungry Hounds 
in Liveries to live * me ten . | 
1 Exit Toilette, | 


1 5 Enter a Soli ier. 


i= So, what do you want? 3 
i Sol. Sir, I come from your Nephew, Caprain Hun- 
i r . 
= e 2 Cavil. Well, what does he want? b 
0 Sol. He gives his Service to you, Sir, and ſends 8 
M you word that he'il come and Dine with you to-mor- 
row. 
I Mr. Cavil. Dine with mel No, no, Friend, tell 
| him I don't dine at all to-morrow it is my Faſt Day, 
4 _ my firſt Wife died on't. 
[| Sol. And he has ſent you here a Pheaſant, and a Cour 
W ple of Partridges. 

Mr. Cavil. How's that! a Pheaſant and Partridges, 
fay you? = Let's ſec - very fine Birds, truly.— 
Ler me conſider — to-morrow is. not my Faſt-Day, | 
miſtook ;z tell my Nephew, he ſhall be welcome —— 
and, d'ye hear, [To Colin. ] do you take theſe Fow|, 
1 and hang them up in a cool e — And take bi 
If | Soldic 


i » 8 
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Soldier in, and make him drink, d'ye ſee — a Cup — 
ay, a Cup of Small- beer d'ye hear. 
3 Ves, Sir. Come along, our Small- beer! is reare 
00 
Sol. But, Sir, he bade me tell ye, that he'll bring 
two or three of his Brother Officers along with 
him. 
Mr, Cavil. How's that! Officers with him! | 
Here, come back, take the Fowl again; I don't dine 
to-morrow, and ſo tell him [ Gives him the Basket.] 
| Go, go, go, be gone, Sirrah. |Thruſts bim out.) A 
d Rogue ſends me three lean carrion Birds, and brings 
- || half a Dozen Varlets to cat them. — Here's a Raſcal 
-4 that I never ſaw in my Life before; but for all that, 
PII hold Fifty Pound he comes to dine with me. 


ds Ener Monſieur le Trouffle, 


le. 22 Begar, my dear Monſieur Cavil, me be your 25 
iz moſt humble Servant. £ 
Mr. Cavi]. 1 don't doubt it, „ 
Monſ. Vat is de meaning of dis, Monſieur Cavil? 
Lou look a ſo coldly upon me, AS if me vere von 
un- Stranger! 
Mr. Cavil. Why truly, Sir, I'm very apt to do ſo, 
by Perſons I never ſaw in my Life before z bur pray, 
nds Sir, what may you be? 
not- Monſ. O, Bagatelle —— me be une Gentilhome. — 
Did nor I come from Faris? Noting but Gentlemen 
tellſcome from Paris. 


Day, 


AIX. 


4 The W HIM; or, 
AIR VII. Maggy Lawiber. 
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Me be of une Tribe De Grand, 
The Trade of all the Great, Sir, 
Mbo vidout eider Houſe or Land, 
Have here a good Eftate, Sir: FTRattles a Pair 


For all de Varle play but une Game, ef Dice. 


The Tables are our Lot, Sir; 
7 he Caſt we throw is all for Fame, 
And none s vidout a Blot, * 1 


Begar, you muſt know, Monſieur Cavil, dat me be 
come on purpoſe to drink von Bottle de Vin vid 


ou. 
r Mr. Cavil. That may be, Sir, but it happens that 


1 at this time I am not at all a-dry. 


Monſ. Me leave a de Ladies at Carts, vaiting for de 


8 z pour me part, me never play, ſo me came to 


ſee my dear Monficur Cavil. 
Mr. Cavil. You might have ſpar'd your elf that 
Trouble, Sir. 


28 


12 ; 


WP; T5 
. Mon. Do y you not it know, Monſicur Covi, dat dis 
Houſe of yours is von little Paradiſe? 


Mr. Cavil. Rot me, if it be, Sir. 


Monſ. Vor me part, me tink a de pretty Retreat i in 
de Country, be von of de greateſt Comfort in Life; 
me ſuppoſe you never vant de good Company, Mon- 
ſieur Cavil ? 

Mr. Cavil. No, Sir, 1 never want Company; for, 
you muſt know, I love very much to be alone. 

Mon ſ. You muſt keep a de 85 ood Vin, above all rings; 
vidout good Vin, and good Cheer, me vou'd not give 
him von Fig for de Country. = - 

Mr. Cauis Really, Sir, 55 Wine is the worſt you 
ever drank in 1 Life; and you'll find my Cheer but 
very indifferent. 5 

Monſ. No matter, no matter vor dat, Monſieur 
Cavilz me hear much of your Hoſpitality, dere be de 
plentiful Table in your Look.: And your Vife is 
Veritablement von of de beſt Vomans i in de Varle. . 

Ar. Cavil, Rot me, if ſhe be, Sir! 


* Colin. 


| ce. Sir, Sir, yonder's Squire Swath has loft is. 
| Hawk in our Garden; he ſays it is perch'd upon one 
ir of the Trees; may we let him have'n again, Sir? g 
Mr. Cavil. Go tell him that — 


Col. Nay, you may tell him yr ſelf, for here he ; 
comes. 5 


Enter gur, Swalh. 


id | Swaſh. Dear Fack Cavil, how is 1 Vou ſee 1 am 
Aſtill mindful of old Acquaintance: remember, at 

hat the Death of my Father (the old Hunks having left 

his Will doubrful) I was oblig'd to go to Law, you 

de did me ſingular Service; and now I am come in pare: 

to {Gratitude to drink a Bottle with you. 

| Mr. * 0 Sir! you are grateful to a F aol 

hat 


an, 


Swaſh 


 Swaſh, Nay, pie ay i 5 m Ackno wiel ent 
compleat, I'Il een ſpend the 2 of 1 Ber 
with you; but I have been Hawking this Morning, a 
Glaſs before Dinner will give me the betrer Gout. 
Mr. Cavil. Really, Sir, my Wine i is ſo bad, I can? 
recommend it. 
Swaſb. O! let's have it as it is: Here, Lad, ſome 
Wine. — You fee I am free, I make no Compli 
ments? = F 
Mr. Cavil. No, I perceive you don't. 
Swaſb. My dear Friend, your: e — A Glaſs 
of near Wine. Fill me a Come, Coun- 
be, you ſeem melancholy, t i ; Cordial will dllperſe 
it ſoon. | 


.. 


AIR vn. Hark how the thund'ring Cannons, 60 E 


to 


312. 


See, ſee, the ful and flowing Buttle $- . 
Let grave Dons preach, or Women prattle, 2 
Wine can relieve from the Noiſe of the Bar; 8 
*Tis our Pleaſure in Peace, and Courage in Wi ar ; Pon 
F Old Age attack ye, PF; 

Or Jealouſy wrack ye, | 
This happy will make you, 
And drive Care away. 


Ha! my dear Count, let me embrace you. 
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Monſ. Mon cher Squire, vel, certainly now you be 
Here, vee can make up de moſt agreeable Company 

iv de Varle; Begar, you ſal ſpend tree or four Day 
vid us. 

Mr. Cavil. Faith, but he ſhan't. 

Swaſh. Dear Sir, excuſe me. 

Monſ. No, begar me vil not. 

"| Mr. Cavil. Methinks this Son of a White does the 
Honours of my Houſe to a Miracle. 


Monſ. Oh! begar, here come de Lady of de Fa- 
s mily. 


. W kun, Mrs. Cavil. 


n Let a me preſent a you to de Flower of 
ho 1 
Swaſh. Madam, the Count has been perſuading me 
Ito give him my Company two or three Days. 
. re. Cavil. I'm ſure you could not oblige Mr. ca. 
vil, or me, more. 

Mr. Cavil. That's a damn'd L ye, I'm ſure. 

Swaſh. I ſhould be proud to 45 my ſelf that Honour 
bur it falls out unluckily, that J have ſome Ladies at 
my Houſe that I can't poſſibly leave. 

Mrs. Cavil. O! ſend for em hither, let us join 
Companies, the more the merrier. 

Mr. Cavil. An admirable Expedient, cindy: 

Swaſh, Well, then, I'll go for em my ſelf. 
Mr. Cavil. J'Death ! I ſhall be devour'd at this rate 3 
ons, Sir, be gone about your Bufinels. | 

| Swaſs. Sir! 
Mr. Cavil. Zounds, Sir, will you go, or no? 
Swaſh. Sir, I am loth to be ſo troubleſom; but, at 
; (our Deſirek— 

Mr. Cavil. Sir, I do deſire ir. 

Swaſh, Well, Sir, ſince you will have it ſo — Ma- 
Kam, your moſt humble Servant; Mr. Cavil, yours; 
ince you fo earneſtly intreat it, I'll be gone, and re- 
urn with them immediately... 585 [Exit Swaſh, 
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Mr. Cavil. Hold, hold, hold, Sir; I don't defire 
chat ; $bud! you may ſtay as long as you pleaſe, I am 


in no hafte for your Return. 


Monſ. Begar, de Squire is de beſt Humour Man in 


de Varle, only a little too much of de Ceremony, dat 


is all. 
Mrs. Cavil. Pardon me, Sir, if l think you rather 


too guilty of the ſame. 


Monſ. Me love to be free and generous z fince me 


dome ro London, me have reform half de Court. 
Mrs; Cavil. You are of the moſt agrecable Humou 


in the World, Count. 
 Monſ. Tout j jours galant — me vill tell a you une 
Adventure of mine, a Charming one, Morbleau. 


A I'R IX. Talk not ſo much to me of Love. | 


The Roſy Morn unbarr'd her Gate, 
To let the Day appear ; e 
I hen I, afraid of being too late, 
Stole ſoftly to my Dear : 
Wrapt in a pleaſing Slecp ſhe lay, 
1 Auen a Bliſs ſupreme 
She aA; I fled with baſte away; 
She took. it for a Dream. 


, 4. 4 
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But vat have you do vid de Ladies? 
Mrs. Cavil. I left them at Cards. 


Monſ. Begar, me vil vait upon dem. — Bur, Ma- 
dame, let a me deſire you yil not go to de Tags ex- 


traordinaire upon dat Account; tink a Madame, we 


ave a more dan von Day to live togeder, and den me 


expire at part from you. 
Mrs. Cavil. You are pleas'd to be merry, Count. | 


AI R x. A Swain of Love deſpairing. 


Monſ.  Morbleau, thoſe Eyes ſo bright, 


Dey ſet me all on Flame: 


Mrs. Cav. I vow, they're deadned quite; 


Dear Sir. you're much to blame. 


Monſ. Ah / let me — let me cloſely; 


Tou know my Meaning well. 
Ars. Cay, Oh fy ! dear Sir, fland farther, 


Mon.. Cloſer ftill, and cory 


The reſt I dare not tell. 
D 2 | | | Mrs. Cav. 


Bu 
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Mrs. Cav. Y ainly you court the Bliſs, 


| bolt ſhould be your Supper. 
only cats my Proviſion, but addreſſes my Wife before | 
my Face. 


| 5 on, | 


M ben the Guardian is ſo near. 


Monſ. Ab give me but one Kiſs. 


Mrs. . Cav. I dare not now, I fear: : 0 
But move us once aſunder, 
PII then your Bliſs inſure: E 


Monſ. As Eaſt from Weſt aſunder. 
Mrs. Cav. Farther flill, and farther z : 
Both. Me then may kiſs ſecure. n 


Monſ. Ten us vidout Ceremony de good Vin andi fi 


. Pour hs u have of your own; de vild Fowl and de 


Fiſh are brought to your Door; you need not ſend a- tl 
broad for any ting. Let us have no Extraordinaire. C 
[ Exit Monſieur, 
Mr. cavil. If I had the feeding of you, a Thundey- 


Here's a Dog, not In 


Mrs. Cavil. Husband, will you never change your 


Humour? If you go on at this rate, it will be- im- 


poſſible to live with ye. Ide 
Mr. Cavil. Very true; for in a little time I Thall b 
have nothing to live upon. 
Mrs. Cavil. Do you know what a ridiculous Figure 


you make? Wi 


Mr. Cavil. I ſhall make a great deal worſe when 1 


am ruin'd. Do you know how much Money you ſpend 


in a Year? 

Mrs. Cavit. Not I, truly; I don't underſtand Arith- 8 

netick. 

Mr. Cavil. Arithmetick! O Lud, O Lud! Is it ſo bo 
bard to comprehend, that he who receives but SixſÞo 
Pence, and ſpends a Shilling, muſt be ruin'd in theſto 
End? ; 
Mrs. Cavil, J never troubled my Head with Ac-· ( 
counts, nor never will; bur if you did but know: 
what ridiculous things che World ſays of ye 0) 

Mr. Cavil. Rot the World! ill ſay worſe of meſo 


when FP in a Goal. g 
Enter] 


"The Mifer's Ren... us 


Enter Tollette. 


Ti. Madam, there's my Lady Haughty juſt fel 
down near our Door; her Coach was overturn'd. 
Mrs. Cavil. I hope her Ladyſhip has recety'd no 
Hurt. 
Toil. No, Madam, but her Coach is bike 
Mr. Cavil. 'Then there's a Smith in Town way 
mend it? 
Toil. They ſay 't will require two or three Days to 
dIfit it up again.“ 
e! Mrs. Cavil. I'm glad on't, with all my Heart, for 
„ [then I ſhall enjoy the Pleaſure of her Ladyſbip s good 
; Company, SY wait upon her. C 
r. [Exit with Toilette. 
| Mr. Cavil. Very fine Doings, this ! —— Heaven be 
ot now my Comfort, for my Houſe is Hell. 5 


Eu Colin. 


ur 
n- Colin. You'll not chide to-day, as you are uſen to 
Ido; no, marry, will you not; ſee now what it is to 
ul be wiſer than one's Meaſter! 
Mr. Cavil. What wou'd this Fool haves EY 
re Colin. Why Thanks, and Money to boot, an Folk 
were greatful. 
1 Mr. Cavil. What's the matter? 
nd Colin. Why, a learge and ſteatly Stag, 3 2 
of Horns on his Head, Heavens bleſs you ! your 
the ſhip might be ſeen to wear 'em, come towards bo 
Geate, a puffing and blawing like a Cow in hard La- 
- {6 bour 3 J apens him the Gear, pulls off my Hat with 
Sir both my Honds, and ſaid, You a arc welcome, kind ir, 
theſto our Houle. ER 
Mr. Cavil. Well, well. 
Ac-i| Colin. Well, well! ay, and ſo it is well, as you ſhall 
ow[nightway find. — So in he trots, and makes directly 
- Fowards our Barn, thwacks'n down in the Stra, as who 
me, Nou'd ſay, Here will I lay me till to-morrow Morn- 
[out he had no Fool to deal with; for, to the 
nter | — . — 


2 


Kitchen goes I, and takes me down a Muſquet, and, 
with a Breace of Balls, I hits'n ſuch a Slap in the 
Feace, that he ne'er ſpoke a Word more to me. — 
Have I done well, or no, Meaſter? 5 
My. Cavil. Yes, you have done very well, for 
Colin. But this was not. all; for a Parcel of Dog 
came yelping after their Companion, as I ſuppoſe ; ſoff t 
T goes to the back Yard-Door, and as many as came] ( 
by, Shu! fays I, and drove 'em into the Gearden, fo 
there they are as ſafe as in a Pawnd. —— Ha, ha!— 
But I can but think what a Power of 'Paſties we ſhall N 
have at our Houſe. Ha, ha! e 
Mr. Cavil. I fee Providence takes ſome care of meiſp 
this cou'd never have happen'd in a better time. 10 


” 


Enter Cook. : th 


Cook. Sir, Sir, in the Name of Wonder, what do 0 
you mean? Is it by your Orders that all thoſe Dogs 0 
were let into the Garden? Three or four of em came q 
Into the Kitchen, and tore half the Meat off the Spit, 
that was for your Worſhip's Dinner. 1 

Mr. Cavil. The very Dogs plague me! ; 
Coo. And then there's a Crew of hungry Footmen, 
who devour'd what the Dogs left; ſo that there's ne'e 
a bit left for your Worſhip's Dinner, not a Sh toes 61 

. ęꝙꝶßtf ol tr 
Mr. Cavil. Sure, I ſhall hit on ſome way to get ric = 
dr roy. VVV 5 


Enter Colin. 


Colin. Sir, Sir, here's the Devil to do without, yon 
der; a parcel of Fellows fwear they'll have our Veni 
fon; and s'blead, I ſwear they ſhall have none on't 
fo ſtand to your Arms, Meaſter. 55 ly. 
Mr. Cavil. Ay, you've done finely, Rogue, 'Raſcalſhy;; 
have you ndt? 3 | 18 hinſtho 
Colin. S'blead, I ſay they ſhan't have our Veniſon 

I'lt dic, before I'll part with it. | Exit Colin} a 
| = Eni nel 


22 
F 2 ; 
4 £ EE . ” 


The Miſer's Retreat. 15 
Enter Ste ward. 


uw. There's ſome Gentlemen within, ak for 


Mr. Cavil, What Gentlemen? Who arc they , 
Stew. The Gentlemen that have been r We all 
l 


this Morning; they're now gone ws to your fes 
Chamber. 


$ 

0 

e | 

of Mr. Cavil. The Devil go with 'em. 
l 

U. 


[ 


Stew. Three or four Rakehelly Officers, with your 
Nephew at the Head of 'em. 

Mr. Cavil. O, the Rogue! he might well ſend me 
3 Fowl! - But is it not a vexatious thing, that 1 
muſt ſtand ſtill and ſee my ſelf plunder'd at this rate, 
and have a Carrion of a Wife who thinks I _— to 
thank all theſe Rogues that come to deyour me: 
can't you adviſe me what's to be done in this Cale? 
Jo Stew. I wiſh I cou'd; for it goes to my Heart to ſee 
you thus treated by a Crew of Vermin, who think they 
ne do you a great deal of Honour in ruining of you. 1 
pig oyerheard them, they're in a 1 of Plot againſt you. 
| Ar. Cavil. What did the . 

Stew. You'll be angry, i rt ſhould tell ye. 
My Mr. Cavil. Can I be more angry than I am? _ 
A. Stew. They ſaid then, that it was the greateſt Plea 
"0fure in the World to ruin an old Lawyer in the Coun- 


oy try, who had got an Eſtate by rung honeſt People, 
Jin Town, 


Mr. Cavil. There's Ropues for ye! 

Stew. I'm miſtaken, if they Jon t play you ſome 

rick or other. | 

Mr. Cavil. Hold, let me conſider. | 

Stew. What are you doing? 

Mr. Cavil. I'm conceiving, I ſhall bring forth 1 | 
ly, ——- Oh! I have it, it comes from hence; Wit 

oo vas its Father, and Invention its Mother; if I had 
thought on't ſooner, I ſhou'd have been happy. 

fo $tew. What is it? 

oli} Ar. Cavil. Come, come along, I ſay you muſt 
nelp me to put it in Exccution. 


ks: 
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Enter Toilette. 


. 
" "IMP 


wy 


' Tail: Sir, my Miſtreſs deſires you ta walk up; ſhe is 
not able, by her ſelf, to pay the Civilities due to ſo} 
much good Company. | 

Mr. Cavil. O, the Carrion! what, does ſhe play her 
Jeſts upon me too! — but, Mum; he laughs beſt, that 
laughs laſt. 

Toil. What ſhall I tell her, Sir, will you come? 

Mr. Cavil. Yes, yes; tell her I U come, witha Pox 
to her. Exit Mr. Cavil, and Steward. 

Toil. Nay, I don't wonder he ſhou'd be angry, they 
do try his Patience, that's the Truth ont. 


Enter Mariana. 


| What, Madam, have you left your Mother and the 
Company „ 

Mar. So much Tittle- tattle makes my Head ake; If 
don't wonder my Father ſhou'd not love the Countty, 
for beſides the Expence he's at, he never enjoys a Mi- 
nute's quiet. 

Tul. But let's talk of * own Affairs. — 
you writ to your Lover 

ki Mar. No, for I have not had time ſinee 1 ſawꝛ 

m. 

Teil. Now you have time then, about it immediate: 
ly; for he's a ſort of a deſperate Spark, and a body 
does not know what he may do if he ſhou'd not hear 
from you; beſides, you promis'd him, and you muſtfj 
| behave your ſelf like a Woman of Honour, and keep; 

your Word; or, alas! who knows the Conſequence! 


| ——— 
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AIR . Cold and raw, oe. 


The .Lover, at firſt, wig ger Haſte, * 
Sets out full of Glee to N EI 
| Like @ Spendthrift, he ſpends bis Wealth 600 fal, 
Aud quickly be miſſes bis Treaſure. 
Fur Bliſs at the Height is the ſooneſt check d, 
A4, Clacks frite a Dozen at Noon, Sir; 
But, alas! the next Stroke that we have to expects | 
1 the ſad fi ngle Sound of but One, Sir. 


Mar. PI about | it, this Minute. 


Enter Charly. 


Cha. Couſin, Couſin, Couſin! where arc you go- 


ing? Come back, I have ſame:hing to ſay to you. 
Toil. What does this troubleſom Boy want? 


Cha. What's that to you, what | want? Perhaps I | 


have ſomething to ſay to her that will make her rlaogh, 
Why ſure! what. need you care? 


Maur. Don't ſnub my Couſin Charly. Well, 


What it? 
Cha. Who do you think 1 met, as 1 was coming 


here, but that handſom Gentleman ve ſeen at Church 
ogle you, like any Devil. 
oy 3 Hush Ky, Crufin. 


Toil. Not a word of that for your Life 8 
E Oba. 


* 
— CT 
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* Cha. Eh! I can keep a Secret; Iam no Girl, min. 
—— [ believe I cou'd tell you fifty, and fifty to that, 
of my Siſter Cicely; O! ſhe's the Devil of a Girl. — 
But ſhe gives me Money, and Sugar- plumbs; and thoſe 
cher are kind to = fare the better for it, Couſin. 


<-> — 
2 * 


— Cha, Why; he a8bd mewhere I was going; 1 told 
him I was coming to ſce you: You're a lying young 
Rogue, ſays he, I'm ſure you dare not go ſee your 
_ Couſin, — _ 

Ma. So! | 

"Cha. So he offer'd to lay me a Guinea, that I was 

not coming to you; ſo, Done, lays | — Done, lays 

he. And ſo *twas a Bet, you know, Couſin. 
Mar, Certainly. 


Cha. So, I having a mind to win his Guinea, I bid 


him follow me, that he might ſee whether I came in, 
or no; but he ſaid he'd wait for me at the little Garden 


Gate, that opens into the Fields; and if I would come 


through the Houſe, and meet him there, he'd know 
by thar, whether I had been 1 in, or no. 
Mar. Very well. 


Cha. So I went there, oper'd the Gate, and [et him 


: A What then? | 


Cha. Why then he paid me the Guinea, that” J all. 
Mar. Why, that was honeſtly done. 


Cha. And then he talk'd to me of you, and ſaid 


I. 


Ve 


you had the charmingeſt Bubbies! and every time he 


nam'd *em, Ha! lays he, as if he had been ſipping. 


05 hot Milk Tea. 
Mar. But, was this all? 


Cbs. No, for he had a mind, you muſt know, to 


win his Guinea back again; ſo he laid me another, 


that 1 dare not come back and tell you that ke was 
there; ſo Couſin, I hope you won't ſet me loſe, for if 


you don't go to him, and tell him chat Pye won, he 
won't pay me. 


Mar. 


75 FR Retreat. 


Mar. What, wou'd you haye me go and ſpeak to a 
Man? 
Cha. Not for any Harm, but to win your poor Cou- 
fin a Guinea, I'm ſure you will; for you're a modeſt 
young Woman, and may go without „ 
Mar. What does the young Rogue mean? I ſwear, 
I'll have you 18885 Ag: Bur I begin to find out the 
Contrivance.  [Exeunt Mariana and Chain. 


Euter Colin, 


Ha, ha, ha! our old Gentleman's a * Pfach! 
he'll be even with 'em for all this. Ha, ha, ha! 
1 oil. What's the matter? What does the Fool laugh 

3 | 
| Co. We an' t in our Houſe now, Toilette we re in 
an Inn. Ha, ha! . 
| "oil How! in an Inn? | 
Col. Yes, in an Inn; my Meaſter has gotten | an old : 


ruſty Sword, and hung it up at our Gear, and writ 


underneath with a piece of Charcoal, with his own 
fair Hand, At ** 5 har be.) Entertainment jo - 
Man and Horſe. by 5 ns 
| Toil. What Whis; is this? 
Col. Thou, and I, live at the Sword. Royal. Ha, ha! 
Tojl. I'Il go tell my Miſtreſs of her Father's Egtra- 
vagance. Loaf Toilette. 


Enter Mr. Cavil and Sid, 


Mr. Cavil, Ha, ker Ye, I think this will 46. Sir- 

Eh, Colin, you may now let in all the World, the 
More the better. 

Col. Yes, Sir. — Odsfleſh! we ſhall break all the | 
uns in the Country; for we have a breave handſom 
andlady, and a curious young Laſs to her Daughter. 

O! here comes my young 9 we'll make 

bim Chamberlain. Ha, ha! x 


E Enter 


* 


38 WV HI M,; or, 
3 8 5 Euter Dorant. 


Mr. Cavil. What's the matter, Son? How comes 
it that you are all alone? You uſed to do me the Fa- 
your to bring ſome of your Friends along with ye. 
Dor. Sir, there are ſome of 'em coming; I only 
rid before to beg you to give 'em a favourable Recep- 
"Hoh. 8 5 N 

Mr. Cavil. Ay, why not? Ir is both for your Ho. 
nour and mine. You ſhall be Maſter. 
Dar. Sir, we have now an Opportunity of making 
all the Gentlemen in the Country our Friends. 
Mr. Cavil, I'm glad on't with all my Heart. Pray, 
" how fo?--- 3 3 50 


Dor. There's an old Quarrel to be made up between 
two Families; and all the Company are ro meet at our 


Houſ . 


Mr. Cavil. Ay, with all my Heart. But pray, what 


is the Quarrel? 


4 


J 


Dor. O, Sir! a very antient Quarrel; it happen'd 


between their great Grandfathers, about a Duck. 
Ar. Cavil. A Quarrel of conſequence, truly. 


Dor. And 'twill be a great Honour to us, if this] 


| ſhould be accommodated at our Houſe. 
Mr. Cavil. Without doubt. 


Dor. Dear Sir! you aſtoniſh me with this Goodneſs !] 
How ſhall I expreſs this Obligation? I was afraid, Sir, 


you would not like it. 
Mr. Cavil. Why ſo? 


Dor. I thought, Sir, you did not care for the Ex-! 


nce. 
Pe. Cavil. O Lud! I'm the moſt alter'd Man in the 
World, from what I was ; I'm quits another thing 
mun. But how many are there of 'em? 
Dor. Not above Nine or Ten of a Side, Sir. 


Mr. Cavil. O! we ſhall diſpoſe of them eaſily <q 


# 


nough. 


Dor. Some of 'em will be here preſently; the rel 


I don't expect till ro-morrow Morning. 


© 
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Mr. Cavil. 1 hope they're good Companions, jolly 


Fellows, that love to cat and drink well, 
Dor. The merricſt, beſt- natur'd Creatures in the 


W orld, Sir. 


Mr. Cavil. I'm very glad on' t, be? Lis ſuch Men I 
want. — [To Standiſh. | Come, you and 1 will go and 
prepare for their Reception. | 

 [Exeunt Mr. Cavil and Standiſh. 

Dor. Bleſs me! what an Alteration is here! How 

my Father's Temper is chang'd within theſe two or 
three Days? Do you know the Meaning of it? 

Col. Why, the Meaning on't is, Ha, ha! — 

Dor. Can you tell me the Cauſe of this ſudden 
Change, I fay ? 

Col. Why, the Cauſe ont i is, Ha, hy 

Dor. What do you laugh ar, Sirrah, do you know ? 

Col. Ha — becauſe che old Gentleman SA Droll, that's 3 


Dor. Sirrah, i I rake the Cudgel - we. 
Col. Nay, Sir, don't be angry for a little harmleſs _ 


all 


at] 


MEE =O here arc your Friends. 


0 Enter Three Gentlemen. 


Dor. Gentle you are welcome to our poor Cot- 


tage. — See that theſe Gentlemen's Horſes are taken . 
care of. 


Baur Mr. Cavil and Steward, dreſs'd like Drawers. 


Mr. Cavil. Gentlemen, do you call? Will you pleaſe 
to ſee a Room, Gentlemen? — Oſtler, take care of 


the Gentlemens Horles, 


Dor. Father, what is the meaning of this? 
Mr. Cavil. Here, ſhew a Room. —— Or will you 
pleaſe to walk into the Kigehen firſt, Gentlemen, and 


ſee what you like for Dinner. 


I Gent. Make no Proparatiant, Sir, your own Dia- 


17 ner is ſufficicar. 


| Mr. Cavil, | 


1 
rr. . 
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Mr. Cavil. Very well, I underſtand ye, —— Let's 

ſee, how many are there of ye? | Tells . One, 
Two, Three. Well, Gentlemen, 'tis but Half 
a Crown a piece for your ſelves, and Six Pence a 
Head for your Servants; your Dinner ſhall be ready] 
in half an Hour. Here, ſhew the Gentlemen into the 
Apollo. 
2 Gent. What, Sir, does your Father keep an 
Ian? 
80 Mr. Cavil, The Sword - Royal, at your Service, 
Sir. 
Dor Bur, Father, let me ſpeak to youz would you 
diſgrace me? 

Ar. Cavil. My Wine i is very good, Gentlemen; z but | 
- to be very plain with ye, it is dear. 
Dor. O, I ſhall run diftraQted ! 
Mr. Cavil. You ſeem not to like my Houſe, Gen⸗ 

tlemen, you may try all the Inns in the Country, and 
not be better entertain d; but, I own, my Bills run 

e 55 
B. Gentlemen, let me beg the Favour of ye. 


1 Gent. Ay, my young Squire of the r 
you, ſhall receive ſome Favours from us. 


Dor. Dear Mr. Bencher / © 0 1/1 
1 Gent. Here, my Horſe there. 5 


Dor. Mr. Ruby/* © 5 

2 Cent. Damn ye, you Prig. „ 7 

Dor. Mr. Baſbful! 1 

5 Gent. Go to the Devil. 1— Gentlemen. | 
or. O! I'm diſgrac'd for ever! 


MM,. Cavil. N ow, Son, this will teach you how to 
live. 
Dor. Your Son! I deny the Kindreds I'm the Son 
of a Whore; and I'll burn your Houſe about your 
; n you old Rogue you. [Exit Doranr. 
Mr. Cavil. Ha, ha! 2 . 
Stand. The young Gentleman's in a a Paſſion. 
Mr. Cavil. They're all gone, for all that; and the FP 
Sword Royal's the beſt General | in rin, 1 


Enter 


E 1: er 8 Retreat. 31 


| Enter Tom, talking with Toilette. 


Toil. What, that tall Gentleman I faw i in the Gars 
den with ye? 


Tom. The ſame; he's my Maſter's Vice, and Real 


zer of the King's Foreſts: 
aſter all he has. 


Mr. Cavil. Don't I know this Scoundrel? . What, 


Js his Maſter here? What do = do here, Raſcal? 
Tom. I was ming: which mu 
Per. 


Mr. Cavil. Where iS your Maſter? 


Tom. Above Stairs with your Wife and Daughter; 


nd I want to know where he's to lie, that * pur 
p his Things. 


Mr. Cavil. Do you ſo, Raſcal? 


fetch me a Pint of Wine. 
Mr. Cavil. Take that, n do you banter w? . 
1 him out. 


3 


Enter Mrs. Cavil. 
; 465 Cavil. What is the Meaning of chis Husband? ? 


re not you aſham'd ro turn your Houſe into an Inn? 


nd is this a Drels for wy pou, and a Man of your 
haraQter? ' 


Mr. Cavil. I'd rather wear this Dreſs than be ruin'd. 
Mrs. Cavil. You're nearer being ſo than yolk 
e; for there are ſome Perſons within, who h 
their Power to puniſh you for your ridiculous Folly, 


i 


Enter Beaulove, leading Mariana. 


r. Cavil. How, Sir! what means this? Who ſent 
u here ? 


Pen. It was the luckieſt Star in your Firmament : 
It ſcat me here, 


Ar. Cavil. 


He intends to leave my 


be my Maſter's Cham- 


| Tom. A very handſom Inn, this. — - Here, Draw- 
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Mr. Cavil. Then I doubt, at my Birth, the Plancts 
were but in a ſcurvy Diſpoſition 

Beau. Killing one of the King's Stags, that run hi. 
ther for Refuge, is enough to overturn a Fortune much 
better eſtabliſh'd than yours. — However, Sir, if you 
will conſent to give me your Daughter, for her fake, 
Iwill bear you harmleſs. . © 

Mr. Cavil. No, Sir; no Man ſhall have my Daugh- 

ter, that won't take my Houſe too, 
Beau. Sir, I will take your Houſe; pay you the ful 
Value of it; and you ſhall remain as much Maſter of 
it as ever. „ N ; 
Mr. Cavil. No, Sir, I have had enough on't; yet 
muſt be Maſter yourſelf, and from this Minute begi 
to do the Honours of it in your own Perſon. 

Beau. Sir, I readily conſent. 


AIR XII. The Laſs with the Nut-brown Hair. 


„* 
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Beau. Mat Bliſs to the Lover, 
| His Paſſion to diſcover, 
Where Hearts in mutual Union meet! 


M 
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Mar. What Joy to ſurrender, 
Bluſbing, ſoft, and tender? 
5 Our Bliſs, bo repeated, ſtill ai. 


Beau. With Pleaſure fill increaſing, 
And Tranſports never ceaſing, 
„ Mar. We'll baniſh each Thought and anxious Care: 
Both. I will revel in thy Arms, 
And, gazing on thy Charms, 
I We'll love, and live, the only bleſt Pair, 


Mr. Cavil. Upon that Condition, and in order to 
ger rid of my Houſe, here, take my Daughter. — 


I don't care if I tols you my 


ife to make In. a- 
mends. yy 


AIR XIII. Butter'd Peaſe. 


ir. . 


Beau. Love FOI can Fancy rie, 
| Mattes us free and debonair; 

Toil. Love and Truth prove vain Eſſays, 
FSiold will ſooneſt gain the Fair. 
Jove, his Heaven left for Love, 
By ſoft Beauty's Charms control d; 
il. That be might ſucceſsful prove, 

 Deſcended in a Shower of Gold. 
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And now, Sir, if you think Wi 've a hard Bargain, 


F CHORUS. 
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— So Bina — 
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CHORUS, 


Ae 2 73 away, 
Hoarding, ſcraping, full 4 Sarrow : 
We will firſt enjoy To- Day:: 
Then we'll Huey for To erw. [Excunt. 
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in this Advertiſement) and Adorn'd with curious CUT TS, De- 
ſign'd by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. Highmore, and tots 
by Mr, Gerard Vandergucht, the Second Edition of 


* * A SELECT COLLECTION of NO VELS and HISTO- 
ME S. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors in ſeveral 
Languages. Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before, All New 
Tranſlated and Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals. 


VOL. I. Containing V OL. IV. Containing . 
An Extra of Monſieur Huet's Diſ- The Happy Slave. 
courſe concerning the 3 of The Rival Ladies. 
Romances. * The Loves of King Henry II, and 
Z AID E. Fair Roſamond. 
The Marriage of Belphegor. The Innocent Adultery. | 
The Adyentures of Meleſicthon. The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of the 
The Jealous Eſtremaduran. | Spaniards againſt the Republick of 
The Hiſtory and Fall of the Lady | Venice. 
Jane Grey. 5 VOI. v. Containing 
The Adventures on the Black Moun- | The Little Gypſy. 
tains, | Ethelinda, 
Vol. u. Containing | The Amour of Count Palviano and 
The Princeſs of Cleves. Eleonora. 
The Fair Maid of the Inn. | * The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the 
The Force of Friendſhip. | | Fall of Robert Earl of Eſſex. 
Charon: or, The Ferry Boat. | Scanderbeg the Great. 
The Hiſtory of the Captive. | VOL. VI. Containing, 
VOL. III. Containing, _ | The Life of Caſtruccio Caſtracani * 
Don Carlos. | Lucca. 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa, 
Leonora de Ceſpedes, The Spaniſh Lady of England, 
The Curious Impertinent. The Lady Cornelia. | 
* The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. | * The Hiſtory of Maſſanielo. 
The Prevalence of Blood, Ihe Falſe Dutcheſs. 
The Liberal Love.. * Memoits of the Impriſonment and 
The Beautiful Turk. | | 


1 Death of Mary Queen of Scots, 


The Third Edition „ 


Dr. CR Ox ALL's F ABLE $ of Æſop and Others. Newly Jaw into 
e With an Application to each Fable. Iluſtrated with Cutts. 


- garrit aniles | 
Ex re Fabellas - Fes, Hor. 


The FAIR CIR CASSIA N, a Dramatick Performanee. Done from 
be Original by a Gentleman-Commonet of Oxford. To which are added 
leveral Occalional Forms, by the ſame Author, | 


Les AVANTURESde TELEMAQUE Fils d'Ulyſſe. Par feu Mef- 
fire Frangois de Salignac de la Motte Fenelon, Precepreut de Mefſcigncu: 15 
les Entans de France, & depuis Archeveque Duc de Cambrai, Prince du laſiat 
Enipice, & Nouvelle Edition conforme au Manuſeript original. Avec les 
Remarques pour Peclaircilſement de cet Ouvrage. 


Lately Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine PIECES (mark'd thus® 
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BOARDING-SCHOOLS, &. 2 only as à great Inducement 
to their learning the French Language, but Jikewiſe the moſt Chaſte, 
Moral, and Diverting Amuſement to emp hy: their Leiſure Hours) 


* A SELECT COLLECTION of -MO.LIERE's COMEDIES, 
Frank and Engliſh, in EIGHT POCKET. VO;LUM-ES, neatly Printed 


on a Fine Paper, with a Curious Frontiſpiece 10 es h. Comedy. To, which is 


prefix'd a Cutious f RI NT of the AUTHOR; agd: dis. L 1 FE in French 
and Engl:þ; Ext tacted from Monſieur Bale, Rapin,. Kc 2, 

VN. B. The Tranſlation is entirely New, and was undertaken by ſeveral Gen- 
tlemen, who all join'd and conſulted together about every Part of it; in 
which particular Care has been had to keep as cloſe as poſſible ro the Origi- 


nal, and obſetve the very Words of the Author as well as the Senſe, ſo tar as 
was conſiſtent with the Freedom and Spirit of the Dialogue, in order to make 


it more ſerviceable to thoſe of our own Nation, who deſire an Acquaintance 


with the Language or Genius-of their Neighbours; and likewiſe to F deinen 


who my have the ſame Jacliuation with weren te to Us. 


Lately Pabliſp'd. 


"The TRAVELS and ADVENTURES of the Sicur JACQUES MASSE, 
Being a very entertaining Account of his Arrival in an unknown County in 
Terra Auſtralis, after having ſuffer'd two Shipwrecks: Of the ſtrange Manners 
and Cuſtoms of the People: Of his curious Converſations, with the Prieſts, 
Judges, and with the KING himſelf, on the Subjects of Religion, Trade, and 


| almoſt all the Arts and Sciences: Of his Paſſage from the Southern Coun- 
tries to Goa, where he was impriſon' d in the Inquiſition: Of his being taken 


by Pirates in his Voyage from thence to Lisbon; and of his Ranſom from 
Slavery, and Arrival at London: Beſides many other moſt een Inei- 
dents, which are very TORY inen in the Narrative. 


, 


LET T E RS of ABELARD and HELOISE. To which i is prefix'd a parti- 
eular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortunes, extracted chiefly 
from Monſieur BAYLE. Tranſlated from the French, by the late JOHN 


HUGHES, Eſq; 


The works of Mr. Henry Needler; conſiſting of ORIGI NAL POEM 5, 1 
TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LET TERS. Nemo parum diu 
vixit, qui Virtutis perfe&z perfecto functus eſt munere. Cicero de contem- 


nenda Morte, The Second Edition. Fubliſn'd by Mr. Duncombe. 


In N. | 
N 


The VOYAGES and ADVENTURES of CAPTAIN ROBERT BOYLE, 
In ſeveral Parts of the World. Intermix'd with the Story of Mrs. Villars, an 


Engliſh Lady with whom” he made his ſurprizing Eſcape from Barbary z The 
Hiſtory of an /ralian Captive z and the Life of Don Pedro Aquilio, &c. Full 


of yarious and amazing Turns of Fortune. To which is added, The Voyage» 
Shipwreck. and Miraculous Preſervation of Richard Caſtelman, Gent. With a 
Deſeription of the City of mene ee and the Cory of run The 
second Edition. bi: 
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